Western Religion. 
The greatest bullshit story ever sold. 


Christianity is a bootleg, bastard religion and so is Jesus fairy tale and myth. An illegitimate 
bootleg religion plagiarized from bits and pieces of ancient eastern and western religions then 
reassembled and reworded as a skewed jigsaw puzzle into a cult rewritten throughout history resold as 
the living religion as old bitter wine sold in new wine skins. Mary, Jesus' mother was a knocked up 
single mother Jewish girl that the cult re-framed as an immaculate conception to hide her immorality 
with 'god' producing a bastard child, Jesus. The Jewish culture does not recognize bastard Christianity 
as a Jewish product or illegitimate 'Jesus' as 'god' at all. Single motherhood back then was punishable 
by death so she used the 'save me Jesus get out of jail' free card to avoid being pivot woman at a 
stoning party at the local quarry where other pious sinners cast the first stone followed by the whole 
congregation having a party killing a girl with child. Getting stoned was Yahweh's original idea as a 
vengeful, angry Jewish/Christian 'god.' But he loves you. Then Coptic-Christianity covered up the 
Jesus myth as the greatest story ever sold from heaven as opiates to the masses. That the cult lootership 
still sells profitably as a book of old stories and thou shalt and thou shalt not guilt & shame trips. More 
crimes against humanity are in Jesus name and because of religious 'holy' wars as a whole than any 
other single cause in human history. I never met a good christian; just good people who observe the cult 
brainwashed into them as children by their parents who perforced them into church cult, etc. They 
don't know any better and don't seem learn that religion is a fraud like all government. There is no 
good government ever. Christianity is mostly ignorant, immoral people of a cult thumping their bibles 
preaching do as I preach and say not do, the cult is heavily into guilt, punishment and shame to control 
its members and uses their affiliation with the cult for commerce robbing masses like corrupt 
governments the world over. 

The self-righteous lot is crooked as hell as self appointed mini-mees of 'god' using the 'forgive 
me Jesus card' to cover up their crimes slinging holy bullshit. Christianity claims as all cults do to have 
a direct line bat-phone to 'god' and sells favors as 'gods' influence peddlers to foolish true believers 
buying insurance to the afterlife. The cult preys on superstition and ignorance to make a living and 
survive. The cult preaches against laying up mammon on earth but is eager for true believers to do so 
before robbing them of it to 'do 'god's' work.' Their 'god' is omnipotent they claim but always needs 
other people's money and resources. Jesus the bastard son is always broke but will save you from sins 
of poverty and all else, they claim. The organized criminal church robs taxpayers levied on people as a 
tax exemptions to organized religion, which is organized crime, by influencing governments to force 
taxpayer church funding through clandestine, 'hidden' taxation to the church by proxy power in 
government enforced by violence of civil law through a gun-barrel. And like political soft money is not 
accountable for any receipts by its multi-billion dollar business enterprise like politicians worldwide. If 
the cult paid its share of taxes we would all pay a lot less to the lootership govt robbing us from cradle 
to grave, and after. 

Church also sells tickets to box seats in heaven so pious members can view sinners roasting in 
hell with pitch forks up their asses turned by demons and devils; sadistic bastards have wet dreams of 
this shit. The pharisees are no more that two-cent pimps and scalpers, nothing more, scamming true 
believer congregations, taxpayers and anything else moving or standing still. But true believers flock to 
the cult anyway until losing their religion after seeing through the whole fraud and scam. When I see 
the symbol of fish or cross on a store front, immediately I leave. The cult hiding behind a smiley face 
of 'Jesus loves you' and so do we is to hide its evil deeds fleecing customers past, present and future 
while waiting to ambush unwary naive people to its real lootership, corrupt, evil, ways. Jesus would not 


cheat you but we will. People who worship the bad think they worship the good as a fool and their life 
sacrificed to a cult are soon parted. There is a scam and sucker born every minute supporting the cult. 

I'm pissed at these birds and parents and this whole fairy-tale society for raising me and other 
infants on their bullshit fairy tales like Santa Clause. The only good thing to me about Xmas is when 
the madness ends. Kids are raised in the real Matrix, as it were, then one day reality and all its ugliness 
takes you by the short hairs and swings a person around screaming uncle stop and keeps doing it more. 
A real soldier learns this shortly during and after boot-camp. So does a cop or runaway kid from a 
dysfunctional, abusive, hell-home now trapped in dope, prostitution and eating out of garbage cans; so 
do street people learn this on the street, ad infinitum. You look at these useful-idiots still lost in their 
fantasies knowing one day the sky will fall on them, too. It's happening right now in USA just look 
around with open eyes instead of hiding in your comfort zones. John Lennon said, "They keep you 
doped up on sex, religion and TV" so you won't notice or trapped in romantic dramas chasing dust 
ghost phantasms doing the same: ignoring truth. Parents harm their kids just bringing them into this 
hell-hole bullshit then sheltering them in their childish fantasy world. When these kids grow up or 
before and enter the real world never to see truth but that everything ever taught to them by parents, 
teachers, religion, education were lies and tall tale porky's, then one begins to ask what is truth? 

POW!!! Existential crisis; dark night of the soul are the answers that kick your ass. Not 
knowing where to go or turn to, those who sold you that shit follow with more lies from identity 
politics and ideologies such as Marxism, communism, feminism, socialism, dope, alcohol, industrial- 
medical-industry, religion's and their opiates to the masses and cults everywhere like goddamned 
hyenas come out of the sewers to tear you apart with more lies to keep you in the Big Bambu lie of lies 
to keep the sucker paying for their lavish livings as gurus of the lie. Tyrants rule by lie in a world of 
tyrants. Truth remains in your face but few wish to know it to be free. It is the KNOWLEDGE of truth 
and how you use it that sets you free. Truth is everywhere unhidden in plain sight but few notice it 
because they don't know what it is in the first place; then reject it to blame an invisible man named 
‘god' or 'Satan' for the messes they made and suffer. They cling to the matrix hurting them. The real 
guru Gurdijeff told truth to his groupies by hurting them until they learned the truth that he was not it; 
none of this spiritual airy fairy trash peddled to the dumb-masses as 'piss' resold in new wine-skins as 
fresh wine to the dumb-masses. It never was or ever will be truth that only each person must as real 
spirituality find alone without people acting as 'gods' mid-level sales-force getting their cut first and 
only; their 'invisible man god' is broke because these birds steal it all on earth before it gets to him. 
Want to live in fairy tales? This whole place keeps one enslaved, amused and suffering until s/he dies. 
So suffer the pain until you die. And we all suffer until death releases us from this hell. Life is Dukka 
and living in reality of life is the horror story of horror stories. 

I first learned the many brutal truths of aforewritten reality in grade school, maybe grade 1 or 2. 
I had many negative experiences with bullying and rejection before then. My parents were childish 
bully's, the neighborhoods where we lived were ruled by bullies. Mom, a broken woman-child 
perpetually going on age 4, was a fanatic about holidays, Xmas, Easter, tooth fairy, TGD, ad infinitum. 
She drafted we kids in her shared neurotic realities. At Xmas she put up a paper chimney and told we 
kids Santa came down it because he was magic. Magic is smoke and mirror illusion; Hollywood 
fantasy factory in one word: magic or matrix meme of reality. Magic was her reality. I heard a lot of 
magic when a kid. Bullshit is BS I don’t care how you spell it. Ok, I’m at school during recess. It is 
after Xmas. I mostly played alone because we moved a lot and I was always fresh meat for the 
cliquish, clannish, gossip and outcast meat grinder as a new kid in school. The outsider. US 
Xenophobia as public education. I went to 9 different grade schools in first grade, we moved a lot 
seeking work in a socialist wonderland of scarcity for all but US socialist party bureaucrats. Kids and 
teaches are cruel. Rejection was my middle name; recess was mandatory back then; bullying, beatings, 
etc were standard fare. As John Lennon would say decades later, "they hurt you at home and hit you at 
school till you're so fucking crazy you can't live by their rules....". ‘Kids will be kids’ said brave 


coward authorities too incompetent to monitor abusive schoolyard activities or do anything about them. 
That has not changed. Lawsuits finally braved them up. Still goes on today only worse now the 
schoolyard comes to them with a bomb or a gun, or a dead kid, which causes a lot of attention to the 
holder, and to lawyers when a kid suicides from faculty and student bullying on school grounds or. at 
home. Suicide crossed my mind at age 10 for same reasons as Lennon said. Anyway, I was playing 
alone. That is a red flag to trouble making people, kids with nothing better to do than fuck up your day 
for being contented without them; why should you be happy? That begins at home with fucked up 
parents and their student spawns in the schoolyard with fucked up overpaid faculty wannabe babysitters 
— aka crybaby teachers AWOL living off the taxpayer's. I was preoccupied alone playing with a plastic 
toy from Xmas. A group of kids surrounded me and asked what I was doing? "Playing,” said I as if it 
was not obvious. One asked where did you get the toy. I said, ‘Santa.’ Voof the whole group lit into 
me screaming stupid, dumb-ass, retard, don’t you know there is no Santa,’ your mom and pop are 
Santa; then ragged me to no end with more jeers and laughter. On my way to class I threw away the 
toy but did not cry or let the hurt show; it hurt anyway; everyone is casualty in that kind of rejection. 

Some lame mass media twerp once said, John Lennon was 'a man who never learned to cry.' Oh 
yes we do, we just never let you willfully stupid people see it. Dignity is often the last refuge for those 
of us on the shitty end of societies short straws. Now days the hurt kid comes back and blows up the 
school after killing the teachers and kids first. Sweet Poetic justice. I only fantasized revenge; today 
kids actually do it. Idiot adults never look at why, they are afraid of selves, they fear what they may 
find and run away to hide from selves and reality in denial and blame of symptoms of their dis-eases or 
sins passed to their kids. Blame never accomplishes anything; it's a losers game. Blame is the refuge 
of American cowards and their politicians, but I digress. 


GEORGE CARLIN: RELIGION IS BULLSHIT [TRANSCRIPT] - 


When it comes to bullshit, big-time, major league bullshit, you have to stand in awe of the all-time 
champion of false promises and exaggerated claims, religion. No contest. No contest. Religion. 
Religion easily has the greatest bullshit story ever told. Think about it. Religion has actually 
convinced people that there’s an invisible man living in the sky who watches everything you do, every 
minute of every day. And the invisible man has a special list of ten things he does not want you to do. 
And if you do any of these ten things, he has a special place, full of fire and smoke and burning and 
torture and anguish, where he will send you to live and suffer and burn and choke and scream and cry 
forever and ever ’til the end of time! But He loves you. 


He loves you, and He needs money! He always needs money! He’s all-powerful, all-perfect, all- 
knowing, and all-wise, somehow just can’t handle money! He is always broke. Religion takes in 
billions of dollars, they pay no taxes, and they always need a little more. Now, you talk about a good 
bullshit story. Holy Shit! 


But I want you to know something, this is sincere, I want you to know, when it comes to believing in 
God, I really tried. I really, really tried. I tried to believe that there is a God, who created each of us 
in His own image and likeness, loves us very much, and keeps a close eye on things. I really tried to 


believe that, but I gotta tell you, the longer you live, the more you look around, the more you realize, 
something is fucked up. 


Something is wrong here. War, disease, death, destruction, hunger, filth, poverty, torture, crime, 
corruption, and the Ice Capades. Something is definitely wrong. This is not good work. If this is the 
best God can do, I am not impressed. Results like these do not belong on the résumé of a Supreme 
Being. This is the kind of shit you’d expect from an office temp with a bad attitude. And just between 
you and me, in any decently-run universe, this guy would’ve been out on his all-powerful ass a long 
time ago. And by the way, I say “this guy”, because I firmly believe, looking at these results, that if 
there is a God, it has to be a man. 


No woman could or would ever fuck things up like this. So, if there is a God, I think most reasonable 
people might agree that he’s at least incompetent, and maybe, just maybe, doesn’t give a shit. Doesn’t 
give a shit, which I admire in a person, and which would explain a lot of these bad results. 


So rather than be just another mindless religious robot, mindlessly and aimlessly and blindly believing 
that all of this is in the hands of some spooky incompetent father figure who doesn’t give a shit, I 
decided to look around for something else to worship. Something I could really count on. 


And immediately, I thought of the sun. Happened like that. Overnight I became a sun-worshipper. 
Well, not overnight, you can’t see the sun at night. But first thing the next morning, I became a sun- 
worshipper. Several reasons. First of all, I can see the sun, okay? Unlike some other gods I could 
mention, I can actually see the sun. I’m big on that. If I can see something, I don’t know, it kind of 
helps the credibility along, you know? So everyday I can see the sun, as it gives me everything I need; 
heat, light, food, flowers in the park, reflections on the lake, an occasional skin cancer, but hey. At least 
there are no crucifixions, and we’re not setting people on fire simply because they don’t agree with us. 


Sun worship is fairly simple. There’s no mystery, no miracles, no pageantry, no one asks for money, 
there are no songs to learn, and we don’t have a special building where we all gather once a week to 
compare clothing. And the best thing about the sun, it never tells me I’m unworthy. Doesn’t tell me I’m 
a bad person who needs to be saved. Hasn’t said an unkind word. Treats me fine. So, I worship the sun. 
But, I don’t pray to the sun. Know why? I wouldn’t presume on our friendship. It’s not polite. 


I’ve often thought people treat God rather rudely, don’t you? Asking trillions and trillions of prayers 
every day. Asking and pleading and begging for favors. Do this, gimme that, I need a new car, I want a 
better job. And most of this praying takes place on Sunday His day off. It’s not nice. And it’s no way to 
treat a friend. 


But people do pray, and they pray for a lot of different things, you know, your sister needs an operation 
on her crotch, your brother was arrested for defecating in a mall. But most of all, you’d really like to 
fuck that hot little redhead down at the convenience store. You know, the one with the eyepatch and the 
clubfoot? Can you pray for that? I think you’d have to. And I say, fine. Pray for anything you want. 
Pray for anything, but what about the Divine Plan? 


Remember that? The Divine Plan. Long time ago, God made a Divine Plan. Gave it a lot of thought, 
decided it was a good plan, put it into practice. And for billions and billions of years, the Divine Plan 
has been doing just fine. Now, you come along, and pray for something. Well suppose the thing you 


want isn’t in God’s Divine Plan? What do you want Him to do? Change His plan? Just for you? 
Doesn’t it seem a little arrogant? It’s a Divine Plan. What’s the use of being God if every run-down 
shmuck with a two-dollar prayerbook can come along and fuck up Your Plan? 


And here’s something else, another problem you might have: Suppose your prayers aren’t answered. 
What do you say? “Well, it’s God’s will.” “Thy Will Be Done.” Fine, but if it’s God’s will, and He’s 
going to do what He wants to anyway, why the fuck bother praying in the first place? Seems like a big 
waste of time to me! Couldn’t you just skip the praying part and go right to His Will? It’s all very 
confusing. 


So to get around a lot of this, I decided to worship the sun. But, as I said, I don’t pray to the sun. You 
know who I pray to? Joe Pesci. Two reasons: First of all, I think he’s a good actor, okay? To me, that 
counts. Second, he looks like a guy who can get things done. Joe Pesci doesn’t fuck around. In fact, Joe 
Pesci came through on a couple of things that God was having trouble with. 

For years I asked God to do something about my noisy neighbor with the barking dog, Joe Pesci 
straightened that cocksucker out with one visit. It’s amazing what you can accomplish with a simple 
baseball bat. 

So I’ve been praying to Joe for about a year now. And I noticed something. I noticed that all the prayers 
I used to offer to God, and all the prayers I now offer to Joe Pesci, are being answered at about the 
same 50% rate. Half the time I get what I want, half the time I don’t. Same as God, 50-50. Same as the 
four-leaf clover and the horseshoe, the wishing well and the rabbit’s foot, same as the Mojo Man, same 
as the Voodoo Lady who tells you your fortune by squeezing the goat’s testicles, it’s all the same: 50- 
50. So just pick your superstition, sit back, make a wish, and enjoy yourself. 


And for those of you who look to The Bible for moral lessons and literary qualities, I might suggest a 
couple of other stories for you. You might want to look at the Three Little Pigs, that’s a good one. Has a 
nice happy ending, I’m sure you’lI like that. Then there’s Little Red Riding Hood, although it does have 
that X-rated part where the Big Bad Wolf actually eats the grandmother, who else but a wolf would 
want too? Which I didn’t care for, by the way. And finally, I’ve always drawn a great deal of moral 
comfort from Humpty Dumpty. The part I like the best? “All the king’s horses and all the king’s men 
couldn’t put Humpty Dumpty back together again.” That’s because there is no Humpty Dumpty, and 
there is no God. None, not one, no God, never was. 


In fact, I’m gonna put it this way. If there is a God, may he strike this audience dead! See? Nothing 
happened. Nothing happened? Everybody’s okay? All right, tell you what, Pll raise the stakes a little 
bit. If there is a God, may he strike me dead. See? Nothing happened, oh, wait, I’ve got a little cramp in 
my leg. And my balls hurt. Plus, I’m blind. I’m blind, oh, now I’m okay again, must have been Joe 
Pesci, huh? God Bless Joe Pesci. Thank you all very much. Joe Bless You! 


